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school Gipsy Lizzie looking arch and mischievous with her dark
large beautiful eyes, and a dazzling smile showed her little white
teeth, as she tossed her dark curls hack.
The village was very quiet in the still burning heat and there was
scarcely a sound. At 2.30 went up to Mrs. Corfield's in the Cwm.
Mrs. Corfield lying in bed very weak and sweating heavily under two
blankets and a coverlet. I advised that one blanket should be re-
moved. Holes in the roof open to the sky ventilated the bedroom,
but no window would open and the bedroom was very hot.
Climbed up the Holme. Meredith's sister in the yard feeding her
fowls. Walked round the garden and then went indoors. She
said she could not bear to come to Clyro Church because her sister
who committed suicide from New Barn by drowning herself in the
Wye below Boatside is buried opposite the Church door. And this
is the birth place of Sarah Smith. Sarah of the Cwm. To me there
seems to be a halo of glory round this place. Yet in what poor mean
dwellings these wild rich natures, these mountain beauties, are born
and reared.
Wednesday, 8 June
As I was writing a sermon (with open windows to the laburnum
and horsechestnuts) on Barnabas, the son of consolation, a note was
brought to me from David Vaughan and his son William was
waiting outside. So I had him in and gave him some beer. He was
rather shy and constrained and sat for a long time quite still with the
tumbler of beer in his hand and looking at nothing. I could not
conceive why he did not drink the beer. Then I thought he was ill.
At last he faced round on his chair half wheel, and pronounced
solemnly and formally, 'My best respects to you, Sir'. After having
delivered himself of this respectful sentiment he imbibed some beer.
It was a bit of perfect good breeding. I suppose he had been during
the long pause while he sat so still cogitating what would be the
proper thiag to say or perhaps trying to prepare a set speech for so
1 an occasion.
Thursday, 9 June
In the night there came a cooler wind and fair showers out of the
west. The falling white blossoms of the clematis drift in at the open
window on the fresh morning breeze. In the garden there are red
roses, and blue hills beyond. Last night the moon was shining in at

